Was it more pretious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 

Slav , The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London* 

Were iocund,and fuppofde their flares was fure, 

And they indeed had no caufc to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day ourreaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God,l fay, I proue a necdlefle coward : 

But come my Lo: fliall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,heare you not the newes. 

This day thofc men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

«S7<».They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fomc that haue accufdc them weare their hat,: 

But come my Lo: let vs away . Enter Haft, a P urfumt. 

Haft. Goyou before, lie follow prefcntly. 

Haft. Well met Haflings how goes the world with diet? 

Pur, The better that it pleafe your Lo: to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now wemeete: 

Then was I going prifotier to the T ower, 

By the fuggeftion of the'Queenes allies: 

But now 1 telithec (keepe it to thy fclfc) . 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

A nd I in better ftate then cucr I was. 

Pur, God hold it to your honors good cont ent. 

HaJl.G ramercy Haftings,hold fpend thou that 'JEegiuei 
Pm. God faue your Lordftup. (himhtsprfe. 

Haft. What fir Iohn you are well met, (Enter a Pritjl - 

I am beholding to you for your laft daics exercife: 

Come the next fabaoth,and I will content you. He vebif- 
Enter "Buckingham. (in his eart. 

Buc. How now Lo: Chamberlaine.whattaljdngwith a 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft (prieltf 
Your honour hath no {hriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when 1 met this holy man* 

Thofe men you talkeofcaroe into mv inindc: 

What, go you to the towermy Lord? 


if 


of Richard the third. 


*Rnc. I do, hut long I (hallnot flay, ' *> J 

1 fliall returne before your Lord (hip thence.? 

1 fat Tis like enough, for I flay dinner there. 

But' And fupper too, although thou knoweft it not: 

Come (hall we go along? • Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Richard Rathfegmith the Leri Rtuers y 
Graj/mdVau&banjrifoutrti 
Rati. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt thou behold a fubieft die, 

For truth, for duty,and for loyaltic. 

Cray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of yoUt 
A knot you are of damned bloudfuckcrs. 

Ri». O Pomfret, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudieprifon, 

Fatall and dominious to noble pecrcs. 

Within the guilty elofurc of thy walls 
Richard the fccond here was hackt to death: • , 

And for more (launder to thy difmall foule, 

We <due thee vp our guiltleue blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfc is falnc vpon our heads : 

For (landing by, when Richard ftabd her fonnej; - v 
£i».Then curft (he Haftings.thejn curft (he Buckingham: 
Then curft (he Richard. Oh remember God, l-- r 
Toheare her praiets for them as now for vs, 

And for my fift er,andher princely fonne: 

Refatiffied deare God with our true blouds. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly miift be fpilc. - ; 

Rat, Come , come, djfpatch, the limit of your lines iso«t. 
Riu. Cooie Gray , come V aughan,let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue Vntill we mcetc in heauen. Exeunt . 

Enter the Lords te Councell. 

Haft. My Lords, at once the canfe why we are met. 

Is to determine of the coronation: . 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Bnc. Arc all things futingfor that royall time ? 

*Dar. It is,and wants but nomination. 

Riu. Tomorrowthcn,Iguefteahappietime. 

But, who knowes the Lord protefttrs Bind herein? 

G Wh* 



